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New Zealand Best Poems 
of 1943 
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THE THIRSTY LAND 
Robin Hyde 


Sharpset the tide runs up the swiftly flowing 
Sea-flags are tossed past rampart sand and stone 
Where ancient sun-bleached vessels parch, forgetting 
Their wasted wooden sinews, crackled bone, 

Argos once more at sunset. White birds scream, 
Soften the skies, where noon’s fierce smithies shone: 
The lion dunes shake out their manes: for ever 
Darkness and wave gleam on. 


O sick of swollen heat, craving the cup, 

Things on that shore gasp seawards, and renew: 
Rockpool anemones flush like Tyre, the soiled 

Vain jellies split on sand fringe white and blue: 

Old blistering roots are slaked, the salt drink wakens 
White boats to bubbling talk: veins filled with foam 
The blackened seaweeds, swelling green or brown, 
Sway out, reach glistening home. 


Now the cool stars display; the murmuring nets 
Round out moist nets, the sea-pods burst like grapes; 
Street-withered people linger at the edge, 

Shadows of things are lovelier than their shapes. 
Sands underfoot are chill, fishermen hear 

Lost bells, the drowned Atlantean ringing; 

A needled silver pricks and cures the heart— 

And sound of oars, and singing. 
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But pausing not, the lambent waves melt on 

Past where the Penguin sank; a maned host flow 
Cook Straits to Tory Channel, where the great 
Barnacle-bellied sea beasts come and go. 

They lap the broad-bulked whaling ships, they pass 
Remembered peach-tree islets, where one light 
Splinters by broken jetty; where one house 
Heaps driftwood for the night. 


Southward to gleam, where handful puffs of gulls 

Drift on green galleon waves, and fern plumes nod ; 

Past Reefton’s line of-surf, Lyttelton lights, 

Lake-locketed Manapouri, half untrod. 

Where stars smite mailed-like fists, through dangerous reef- 
ways 7 

Sealers and men grown old in wandering teach: 

Wild fuchsias’ falling crimson dyes the channels, 

Ambergris rolls on Hellfire Beach. 





Mine I remember, in the thirsty land 

Whose bones gape through her skin, pain through her soul ; 
Her wells dry, the unharvested corn leans pale. . . 

The tides run up, they lap the southern Pole. 

Blue-green that ice: and this land burning hot 

With fevers. Withering hangs her misty glow. 

Abundant wings are black about the breasts 

Of dead I loved, and could not know. 





Give me your cold: waves from my hands to flow— 
In the hot deathly nights, you save me so. 


AFTER THE CHINESE 
Robin Hyde 


Torn by the trees, 

a glimmering shred of moon 

hangs like a white tear on a dim blue curtain, 
a silver crystal shining in the dark. . . 

Out of the dark 

comes the wet tang of tears: 

the lonely sea 

is crying for the tattered wisp of silver, 
struggling with leaves behind a net of stars. 
Within my hand 

the ashen foam lies for a moment, 
winking ; 

the sea knows not that I have gathered 

a thousand tears 

born of its sorrow: 

that in my hand I hold 

a thousand tiny silver 

stars. 


These poems of Robin Hyde (there were others) 
reached us a considerable time after her death—Ed. 





HISTORY IS TOMBSTONES 
Anton Vogt 


History is tombstones, and its heroes are 
Remote and cold as any ancestor; 
Pages are epitaphs that cannot give 
Life’s least, unique prerogative. 


Here flashy generals and dishonest kings, 
Reduced to a blurred and faded lettering, 
Cringe in their vast, corrupt necropolis! 


History is tombstones, and its pages are 
Musty and curious, like a mine whose ore 
Has failed; sour like a milk-can left too long, 
Or an old sock; or a shed stale with dung. 


History is tombstones, and the illustrious names 
Rot in a record of folly and crime 
That dare not ask for pardon. 


History is tombstones, and only the hate lingers 

As the schoolboy writes in the margin with ink-stained 
fingers 

That the war was over, but that somehow something prevented 

The future peace of the world from being cemented. 


History WAS tombstones! 

But the grasses shall shoot 
From mildewed stones, and flowers and trees take root, 
And weeds sprout, cracking old concrete; 
And then there’ll be no more cities 
Reserved for the undeserving dead, but only 
Rooms full or light for the living; and the lonely 
Caesars will lie forgotten in the text. 


FEAST WHERE YOU WILL 
Eve Langley 


Crouched in choirs above the town, 
The pungas and the pines look down, 
Singing from the book of gorse 

To the toi toi in its tasselled sheet, 
With wahine leaves around its feet, 
Weeping, wailing with remorse. 


O, Ratana sent two shepherds old to me: 

Through the fernhills by the hawthorn road they came, 
Riding on dreaming horses, knee to knee, 

Their dyed rugs mingling like the gorse aflame. 
They put their wrinkled hands upon my breast 
And leant upon my neck and called me, “Friend,” 
They kissed me with the long kiss of unrest 

And spoke to me the language of Land’s End. 

Their shadows lay among the river’s gold, 

Their white beards and faint songs drew me away ; 
Warm were their gestures as they smiled and told 
Of tribes and feasts at Ratana, that day. 

“Leave, leave,” they said, “the white man and the plow 
That lies in rusty sleep upon the hill, 

And come again to Ratana, remembering how 

In plaited wheat the river’s mouth smiles still. 

Kura of the ember hair will come, 

And Tango of the open hand and mind, 

And Ngotu with the great voice like a drum: 

Then ride with us,” said they, “and leave behind 
This city in splendour by the sea. 

No peace is here. Believe not those who praise. 
Look to its skies, where stands the tyranny 

Of clocks and bells that measure out its days. 
Time is a forest full of falling trees. 

Who knows what man shall see when all are down? 
Will God, the axe-man, bring us to our knees _ 

And mingle all the barks, white, black and brown? 
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Ask not, for peace is answering us so slow 

That we shall all be dead before it tells. 

Since roads are wiser than questions, let us go 
Crying “E te tangata’ to the long lost wells. 

The cooking fires unwrap their dusky scrolls, 
Grass-robed, reed-voiced, the tribes await the meat. 
For them the fish have ripened in their shoals 
And the apple made her flush more dark and sweet.” 
{ followed them by high road and by low, 

Though hills that told the hours with fading looks, 
Past fires that leapt like dancers on tiptoe, 
Dancing to melodies of winds and brooks. 

But never the roofs of Ratana saw I, 

Never the red carved walls, the outflung door, 
The happy tribe, the long smoke in the sky, 

In the pa beside the sea-abandoned shore. 


QUO VADIS? 


Patricia M. Saunders 


Barren the earth on which the airman lands, 

stagnant the atmosphere in which the earth revolves. 
Reason creates each problem that it solves, 

its thin recurring ribs upon the sand 

wash out with each day’s tide. 


Painting to please his public or his friends 
the artist dips his brush in blood, in lies: 

his canvases stare out with hollow eyes 

and in each small success his inspiration ends. 
He has his guineas, he is satisfied. 
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Sibelius gave the listening ear a clue, 
sounding a horn-call of prophetic warning 
how after summer night an arctic morning 
would freeze the universe. It seems he knew 
what lay behind the cloud banks. 


Science still answering how, still asking why? 
Literature pounding, delving, hopelessly striving 
like some ill-fated ship never arriving 

at its appointed destination. Who denies 

these paths lead nowhere through the wilderness ? 


Trans-oceanic clippers probe earth’s ends, 
no stream escapes the bridge’s welded span, 
countryside turns arterial road or autobahn, 
but the soul’s secret lamasery time defends 
with hidden walls, leaving no key. 

And we 

still wonder .... 


20TH CENTURY REQUIEM 


Patricia M. Saunders 


None of us ever doubted 

he was indeed the best of us— 
more skillful in the art of living 
than the rest of us... 


..His death was no pitiful drama 
laboriously enacted before our eyes. 
He died remotely beyond the horizon, 
without panic, splendidly as a comet dies. 


The cabled news was brief 

but it pierced our hearts like shrapnel— 

a dozen printed words shattered our world 
with all the horror of a bursting shell. 
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We said, more from fear than from conviction: 
“He would feel nothing—it was so swift!” 

and with this comfortable fiction 

gave fear short shrift. 


Our unquestioned leader, 
it, was so like him to go before us | 
into the mapless region of death, 

thereby diminishing the terror for us. 


For though we may recoil 

from the invisible torrent, 

We shall not be entirely fearful to follow on 

into the fathomless canyon where he has gone. 


GRIEF MILITANT 
L. F. Smaill 


Remember Greece! Remember Crete! The gates 
Grief then forever opened in the heart 

Brought home a war no peace compassionate 

May blunt of force, persuade yet to depart. 


Sorrow will not be bribed, grief comforted ; | 
Here, peace forestalled, the heart will always war ; 

Remembering alive the lovely dead, 
Grief makes the gentlest heart a warrior. | 


War has come home! Not by grim captains led 
With mighty armies, thundering of guns; 

War has come home with tidings of the dead, 
The lost battalions, never returning sons. 


War has come home that peace may not appease ; 
Grief wants no friend, needs only enemies. 
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THE SHROUD 
Dora Hagemeyer 


She could not bear the honest sun, 

The sweet disorder of the land, 

The shouldering crowd, the friendly touch 
Of any brown and horny hand. 


She longed for lilies cool and pale, 
The moonlight on the lintel pearled ; 
She drew her silver veil to hide 

The hungry children of the world. 

ng 

And so she built an ivory tower 
To guard the things she loved so well, 
And there, with beauty for a shroud, 
She died within her lovely shell. 


STARS 
Dora Hagemeyer 


What star rains down its light upon my face 
Knowing I walk alone? What frailest hand 
Touches the silver lyre with lingering grace 
Whose shining strings reach down to this dark land? 
Heaven is awake, and earthly things are sleeping, 
Silence to inner ears is filled with song; 

Love over life a gentle watch is keeping, 
Gathering all creatures that to love belong. 

The listening night has music for a veil 

Drawn high and choral through the light of stars. 
Some other world than this, with beauty frail 

And tender as the dawn flows through its bars. 
Karthward again I turn my eyes to mark 

Still stars of jasmine fragrant in the dark. 


Carmel, California. 
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ROYAL RUSSET 


A Poem dedicated to “Omatua,” Fair Rosamund, Perrine 


and Mairi Dhonn 
E. M. Ryan 


O heed this rune! this rune of Royal Tweed 
The homely cloth which kings and peasants need. 
Health and warmth for the young in it 
And consolation of age in it, 
The Love of God Almighty in it. 

xk * k 


Made from the fleece of sheep, of blithe lambs which leap 

In mountain mist and wintry cold, or crowd the sheltering 
fold, 

Dreaming of heather and fern and the sun-sparkled burn. 

Forgetting the fury of wild sea storm— 

Loving the shepherd’s sturdy form, 

Knowing the bark of a trusty collie, 

And the nipped heels of wayward folly. | 

Quailing ‘neath the dipping and shearing 

In the sunny grassy clearing, 

And the keen-cut of spring’s chill air 

On the shorn pelt so newly bare. 


* * * x 
Heed! O heed this rune of fleece! | 
Of shepherd and sheep—of trust, of peace. ‘ : | 
* * * se | 


Dyed by the magic colours of the braes, 

The seashore and the valley ways. 

By lichens, seaweeds, ferns and bark, 

Which from exploiter keep their secret dark. 

x xk * x 

Bide here now and toast the patient skill 
Which brews its vats of colour in a secret still. 

Here wait the plaited osier creels, 

The close companions of the wheels, 
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Holding the carded clouds of wool 
With which the spinner’s skill, the spool 
Shall fill, while wheels are purring— 
Mounting threads of warp are spurring 
The loom, in eager readiness, to tie. 
The shuttles wait impatiently to fly, 
So check the draft and count the heddles, 
Set the reed and link the pedals, 
See the shed shall open wide, 
That no loose thread a snare may hide. 
Then hey! for the joy of a shuttle flung, 
For the opening chords of homespun sung, 
A symphony of warp and weft. 
Drumming batten and weaven deft 
Shall beat the rhythm of woven yarns, 
The music of crags and dew-fed tarns. 

* * * ie 





Heed! O, heed! that spoken word the weaving mars, 
Voice and pattern move in measured bars. 
x * * * 


| Nostalgia broods in smoky clouds of peat, 
Pulses measure with the treadling beat, 
The length of hours—the yards of tweed 
Which roll upon the beam in woven screed 
Of prayer and song,—of craft and skill 
Who yearns for cloth from soulless mill? 


* * * % 


Rest now awhiles and take you ease 
In quiet meditation on your knees. 


* * * % 


Now the bonny cloth is cut and scanned, 
Loose threads and faults with care are darned, 
And then to “waulk’ as with the sun 

The “waulking song” of joy and fun. 

The Island breezes skirl a wild farewell, 
Their salty dirge you trace in that rare smell, 
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Which tweed shall carty all the wide world o’er— 
The smoke of peat, the tang of moor— 
And, there is the smell of fleece in it, 

The life of the man-of-the-land in it, 

The craft of the skilful hand in it, 

The militance of Michael in it, 

The calmness of Bridgit in it, 

The sanctity of Columbanus -in it, 

The shielding Grace of Mary in it, 

The Love of our dear Lord in it. 

This cloth—which kings and peasants need— 
©, heed this rune—this rune of tweed! 


ELEPHANT | 
FP, Alexa Stevens 


There is a dusty grey velvet 
Softness about you, 

A rhythm in your cumbrous 
Wrinkled tread; 

A slow grace in your quiet ears— 
Living punkahs 

That fan the alien air 

As you are fed; 

With chilly air among the cages, 
And leaves swirling, 

While you stand in a terrible patience 
As the summer dies. 

I could be torn with a sick pity, 

A dumb grief, : 

Did I not meet the shrewd venom 
Of your little hateful eyes. 


16 


TANGO 
Merval L. Connelly 


Station 4YA was on the air, 
Radiating, from its high antenna, 
Surging waves across the ether, music everywhere. 


Tuning in, I swung across the dial, 
Sharply finding its allotted wave-length ; 
4YA was serving tango, Mexicano style. 


Syncopation, syncopation, 
Tapped a heady pace, 

Drums and tuba, straight from Cuba, 
Swinging in the bass. 
Syncopation, syncopation, 
Marked the rhythm’s beat, 
Spilling thrilling excitation 
Dizzy with exhilaration, 
Saxes flare in mad pulsation, 
Syncopation, syncopation, 
Modern music’s hot sensation 
Thudding in a wild creation 
Played for Latin feet. 





And I wondered, while the record ran 
(Just a little space, a few brief minutes), 
Why the tango, hot fandango, stirs the blood of man. 


Round and round the racing record spun, 
Riding the disc the needle traced its circles, 
Needle, singing needle, soon your ecstasy was done. 





A voice addressed me in a cultured tone, 
Saying: “This is Station 4YA. 
That last recording was a tango, played on Parlaphone.’ 
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ELIZA 
Merval L. Connelly 


Old Eliza sits beside the fire, 

Her crumpled hands extended, 

Within her head her three dead husbands’ names 
Flutter and coil and call. 


Outside, high in the buoyant, mild mid-air 
The lazy clouds are loafing, 

Watching Spring, a green presence, walk 
Between the trees and lean 

To touch the buds of yielding crocuses 
With light, magnetic fingers. 


Languid, careless clouds, are you aware 

That old Eliza sits 

Before a few hot coals and warms her hands 
And droops her hazy head, 

Wherein her three dead husbands’ names 
Flutter and coil and call? 


SPARROWS ON THE AERIAL 
Mervil L. Connelly 


Do these sparrows know 
That they are swinging on antenna wires? 
They balance to and fro 
Secure as on the poplar’s strongest spires. 


Capriciously they sway 

From guy wires stranded like a silken thread, 
Or tilt a wing of grey 

Upon the lead-in running overhead. 

They do not guess their feet 


Are hooked around a magic link of sound, 
If knowledge were complete 


They would not care, their minds are not profound. 
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The sparrow gives no thought 

To man-made music pulsing in the air, 
His little tongue was taught 

To speak to God in one staccato prayer. 


He deems his time-worn notes 

The highest peaks of vocal harmonies, 
And while he sways and gloats 
Despises poor Beethoven’s symphonies. 


THIS IS NOT THE MAN 
J. R. Hervey 


This is not the man who laid 

His hand on winds running free— 
Not the man who made 

The storm a dutiful child. 


Into a sea mined with ice 
He took no ship, 

Nor ever nerved himself to 
The night of jungle grip. 


A towering mountaineer 

He planted no record. 

Crowning a peak with humiliation, 
Making it the playground of a nation. 


But he has come beneath the arches 
Of many dawns, 

Reassuring approach to 

Desperate marches. 


Who is hero if not he 

Who, lamed by time, bears 

Time as an eagle, and against the climate of age 
His thin infirmity wears? 
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There was a day when for him 
Clamoured the campfire, 

But now there is no scorched earth 
Where leapt his desire. 


But, mined from youth, his love 
Is safe in frost-bitten hands: 
Neither will he strew memories 
To the plundering lands. 


His courage flares on the night, his hope 

Outshines the day, his shoulder 

Drives against doom—but this is not news, 

Though a grave be in ambush and the heart colder. 


We, isled in calm, consider 

Ulysses matched against magic seas, 

Or we are dumb with Scott in the white danger 
Of the Pole looking on the flag of a stranger. 


But we do not follow 

The old man, canoe in a roaring hollow: 
We, chasing wisps of glory, 

Leave him to his duel with the universe— 
That is no story. 
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BEHOLD THE MAN 
W. W. Bridaman 


You are the Way. 

Why then should we adore You? 

Does the tree worship the sun, 

Or the river praise the rain? 

They know these things will come again: 
That Life and Death are one 

In the Eternal Quest. 

In You they trust: 

In You they find their rest. 


You are the Truth. 

Why should we seek to know 
What is indubitably so? 

Does the heart require the learning 
Of the scholars and their books, 
When You can fill its yearning 

As the rain-clouds fill the brooks ? 
For even as the sun lifts up his head, 
And it is day, 

You are the Truth: 

You are the Way. 


HOSPITAL SHIP 
Helena Henderson 


Precious the burden I bear as I plough through the waters, 

Great is my exaltation, great is my grieving 

As I carry the children of men home to their fathers, 

As I bear the broken ones homie to the homes of their child- 
hood. 
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Like a proud great bird I ride the mountainous waters— 

Like a chariot bringing the victors from their crusading. 

They have seen sorrow and death, have hungered and thirsted, 

And fear have they known like a creeping cold leak in a 
dam— 

3ut I have given them rest, and coolness and whiteness, 

As I chugged and churned through the waters 

And the winds beat about us, and the sun was healing and 


warm. 


Precious the burden I bear, and here I deliver it 
Safe to you, homeland of heroes. 


THE GHOSTS AND THE BUGLE 
Paula Hanger 


Someday, beyond this tragic age 

When seas and land are calm once more, 

A man with haunted soul may hear 
Drowned warriors pacing on the shore... 


And far across the desert waste 
Where outposts of forgotten wars 
Stand deep in dust, a chilling call 
Of bugles may alarm the stars. 


And strangely in a mountain lair 
Long since the claim of bird and beast 
The echoes of a dawn attack 

May fling defiance to the east... 


Someday when we and all our dead 

Are vanished with the aims we prize, 

A haunted man may hear again 
Our lost, our lonely battlecries. 
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BIRD’S-EYE VIEW 
Ruth Gilbert 


Isn’t it fun 

Perched on a steeple 
Watching these decorous 
Gnat-like people 

Stepping sedately, 

Passing one by one 

In between the gloomy doors, 
Backs to the sun... 

Isn’t it fun! 

Fun that in a moment 

The bells will cease 

This Sabbath morning rangle 
And leave us peace. 

I and these decorous 
Gnat-like people... 

Aren’t they ridiculous 

Seen from a steeple! 

Fun to know them sitting, 
Poker-backed and prim, 
Chanting papaphrases 

And saying prayers to Him, 
While all the time— 

All the time— 

He isn’t listening... 

He’s smiling on a sparrow... 
He's hearing me sing. 
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ROCK CARVING 


Douglas Stewart 


The lines grow slack in our hands at full high-water. 
The midnight rears in the sky; and beneath the boat 
Another midnight, dwarfing the flare of a match 

Or flare of a mind, expands and deepens. We float 
Abandoned as driftwood on a tide that drowns all speech, 
Where movement of hands or keel can make no mark 
That will stand in space or endure one moment in tie. 
Flashing in shallows or hiding in murderous dark, 


The fish live out their lives in weeds and silence; 

And, locked like them in some alien struggle or peace, 

No business of ours, from the moon to the water’s edge, 
Looming above us, tower the gigantic trees. 

Among those rocks where time has ravaged the ridge, 

In all that pattern cold and inhuman as ‘the tide’s, 

Where shall the mind make camp? How in that darkness 
Shall the mind ride tranquil with light as the high moon rides? 


Shine the torch on the rock; we are not the first 
Alone and lost in this world of water and stone. 
See, though the maker’s life has vanished like a leaf’s 
The carvings living a hard, strange life of their own 
Above the water, beaeath the joruerstd cliffs ! 
They glow with immortal being, as though the stone fish | 
May flap and slither to the tide, as though the great ’roo | 
May bound from the rock and crash away through the bush. 


The moon lights a thousand candles upon the water, 

But for the carver of stone; and nobody comes 

Of his own long-scattered tribe to remember him 

With dance and song and firelight under the gums; | 
But he walks again for me at the water’s rim | 
And works at his rock, and a light begins to glow 

Clear for his sake among the dark of my mind | 
Where the branches reach and the silent waters flow. 4 
I watch him working through a summer afternoon, 
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Patient as the stone itself while his tribesmen sleep; 
The children jostle, the girls cry out in the sun, 

And first the fish and then the great ’roo takes shape. 
The work is crude, and he knows it; but now it is done; 
And whoever laughs is a little afraid in the end, 

For here is a swimmer in stone, and a ’roo that leaps 
Nowhere for ever, and both can be touched with the hand. 


I could have sat down with that man and talked about fishing, 
How the bream are fish of the night, and they take the bait 
With a run before you are ready; of the fabulous catches 
For which we always got there a week too late; 

And of how a man in the lonely midnight watches 

Becomes himself a part of night and the tide 

And, lost in the darkness, has need of a wife or a dog. 

Or a blackfellow’s ghost to sit in peace by his side! 


Centuries dead perhaps. But night and the water, 

And a ’roo and a fish on a rock have brought us together, 
Fishermen both, and carvers both, old man! 

I know as you how the work goes naked to the weather, 
How we cut our thought into stone as best we can, 
Laugh at our pain, and leave it to take its chance. 

Maybe its all for nothing, for the sky to look at, 

Or maybe for us the distant candles dance. 


The boats tug at the kellick as it feels the ebb. 

Good-bye, old wraith, and good luck! You did what you 
could 

To leave your mark upon stone like a mark on time, 

That the sky in the mind and the midnight sea in the blood 

Should be less of a desolation for them to come; 

And who can do more than you? Gone, you are gone; 

3ut, dark a moment in the moonlight, your hand hovers, 

Ard moves like the shadow of a bird across the stone. 
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PERPETUAL MOTION 
Mary Stanley 


Nothing is still. All things whirl 

Or revolve swift down determined paths 

To the appointed end. The spiral swirl 

Of vapour in some far heaven twist and spins 
And lo! a new star glitters in the early dusk. 
Electrons fly round the nucleus strange 
Worlds round undiscovered suns. 

The corn sprouts up, to-morrow the husk 
Rasps dryly in the autumn wind. 

A million four-chambered hearts contract 

And relax, regular remorseless, driving 

The blood down dark channels. The known fact 
Expands and enlarges, mutations vary the known 
Species. Between darkness and darkness man 
Opens new doors, changes and adjusts, leaves 
The primeval forest for the intricate machine. 
The seconds drip and gather into hours, 
Years, ages. Even your going, 

Which for me overshadows the sun, Time thieves, 
Shrivels, casts into the pit behind. 

I cannot stay for one breath your dear feet 

On the downward stair, at the end 

Reclaim your cold body with my body’s heat. 
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THE VIOLINS 


Gwen Hawthorn 


The violins flowed like a stream in a cave, 
Hollow and green and cool, 
Through the heart of a fool; 

And I felt that the hills and I were one, 

That I suckled the trees in the yellowing sun 

At the breast of shelter, safe and warm 
From the sweep of the storm. 


The violins cried from an ocean cave, 
Hollow and green and cool, 
To the ears of a fool. 

And I heard the clouds clash in the sky 

And then a seagull’s lonely ery— 

And I knew the clouds were one with the bird 
That | had heard. 


The music fell like a waterfall, 
Hollow and green and cool, 
On the eyes of a fool. 

I looked the heavens in the face, 

And saw the worlds wheel into place— 

I saw that the stars and the hills were one 
Since time has run. 


The music welled like a crystal spring, 
Hollow and green and cool, 
And touched the lips of a fool. 
And I cried: “There is no change. All is the same 
As the scent of daphne in the rain, 
There is no time, there is no place, 
And we—are space.” 





RESEARCH 
Arnold Wall 


The tree of life goes heavenward soaring, 
While, stooped among the roots below it, 
The seeker, grubbing, delving, boring, 
With infinite pain and toil, 

Plunges his mattock deep into the soil, 
Eager to find 

Where and how the rootlets run, 

How far, how long, 

Follow their devious course and know it, 
Every uncovered inch elates him, 

So fine his tools, so strong, 

No obstacle frustrates him; 

And still his work is never done; 

You may hear his pick resounding, 

And even his heart pounding ; 

While high above, in the sun, 

The tree stands aspiring, 

In its rich life rejoicing, 

With birds in the branches poising, 
Hymning and quiring, 

Sap flowing, 

Flowers blowing, 

Moss on the dark side growing, 

Beetles and ants coming and going; 

But he, to his task bent, 

On his endless quest intent, 

To all that beauty and minstrelsy, 

The world of the great tree, 

Which is not to his mind, 

Is deaf and blind. 


28 





THE PROFESSOR 
Willow Macky 


Long rows of Greek 
And shelves of Latin 
Lined the bleak 
Little room he sat in; 


His desk, a-smother 
With Aramaic, 
Sanskrit, and other 
Works archaic— 


And there he sat 
On a summer day, 
Studying that 
Bright hour away, 


Poring with vexed 
And weary optic 
Over the text 
Of ancient Coptic; 


Till faint to his nose 
The sweet scent stole 
From a modern rose 
In his buttonhole: 


And a moment after 
His old ears heard 

A child’s shrill laughter, 
A carolling bird— 


The one far yonder 
Down the lane 

The other under 
His window-pane. 
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A rose in bud, 
A child, a bird— 

His thin, old blood 
Was strangely stirred ; 


To the minute’s close 
He sat beguiled 

By the thought of the rose, 
The bird and the child. 


“How sweet, outside, 
The sun must be!” 
He thought, and sighed 

Most wistfully. 


“But then,” he said, 
“There’s work to be done, 
And script to be read, 
Sun or no sun.” 


So back he turned 
To his books again, 
While blossoms burned 
Along the lane; 


While thrushes dipped 
Glad wings overhead 

He studied the script 
Of an age long dead. 


But O, it was wrong 
For books to have won, 
When matched against song, 
And scent, and sun! 
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PROGRESS 


Barbara Dent 


Said the clock 

Why blame me? I’ve taken many a knock. 
Time was, long before J began— 

I came on the scene with man. 


Said the coin 

It’s not my fault. Id rejoin 

My kind under the ground if I’d my way. 
It wasn’t my idea to make people pay. 


Said the city 

As far as I’m concerned, more’s the pity 

That the hills are barren and the trees felled 

And houses cluttering where once spring waters welled. 


Said machine 

I am mightier than any monster man has seen. 
Out of, his mind I sprang from great intent, 

But somewhere the plan was lost, the valour spent. 


Said the man 

You all know I’ve been master since time began, 

But I can’t understand where things went wrong 

And turned life’s triumphal march into a beggar’s piping song. 


So man took the machine 

And went with time to the city 
And built him a house with coins 
Five million sparkling pretty 
And from his shuttered walls 

And behind his silver bars 

He paid homage to the machine 
And worshipped the stars. 
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